
FEBBLE.
"1'ID YOU TEIal. UP AT THK litM'SK TIIAT TOU WBRB TOO I'KBHI.K TO WolIK?"
"YES, AND THKY SAIO THAT WAS THK SAME TROUBIaB WITH TIIM EXCU8B.".(Kins.

ABBORBED IN A DULL BOOK.

CURIOUS INTEREST WHICH A BOOKSEM.ER OB-

BERVED IN A WORK IN IIIS SHOP.

ITrora The New-Orleans Tlmes-Democrat.
"Slngular as it may seem," sald the second hand

bookstore man in the old Quarter, "this prosaic es¬
tablishment has recently been the scene of a very
pretty llttle romance, in which, by the way, I fear
I played a highly dlscreditable role. About a month
ago, to tell yoii the story briefly, a good looking
young man began to Frequent the shop, examining
a great many books, especially the ones on that top
Shclf over there, but never making any purchas.-s.
He generally came ln tbe morning, and I couldn't
help observlng that a pretty girl, who lives on the
next block. invariably dropped in during the after¬
noon and also displayed great interest ln the vol¬
umes on the upper shelf. Eventually the colnci-
dence exclted my curlosity, and, quletly keeplng an
eye on the young people, I notlced, among other
things, that both of them before leavtng always
made a point of taking down a copy of 'Briggs's
History of the Seminoles.' Ilriggs was an early
Indian missionary. and his history of the Seminoles
is the dullest book in the world. 1 never saw an¬
other copy in my life, and don't believe any human
belng ever read lt, except possibly Brlggs hlmself.
and he"s "been dead these flfty years. Anyhow. It
was very singular that such a work should prove
So attractlve to a couple of bright. lively young
folka of the present day, and I began to smell a
large sized rodent. Directly after the next visit of
the good looking young man 1 hauled down the
masterpieee of the late lamented Brlggs and wasn't
parttcularly surprlsed to find a neat little billet
doux tucked away ln a sllt ln the cover. I put lt
back. of course. and after the pretty girl made her
Usual call that afternoon 1 found a second billet
doux ln the same place. Now, I didn't want to In-
terfcre In an affair that was none of mv business,but It struck me as rather ch»*kv that these inter¬
esting correspondents should be turning my shopinto a free dellvery postoftice without so much as
buying a two bit novel to help pay rent, so 1 de-
termined to give them a little tesaen, and proceededto retire Hriggs tenipurarily ln the bottom drawer
Of my desk.

*'*\'e\t day the good looking young man aauntered
bi as usual," continue-i the story teller, "and when
he saw the aching v,id on the top shelf he gave a
Vlolent start. 'Where ls the.er.tha Indian book
that used to be up here?' he asked, nervously.*Oh. yoi mean I'rig.rs?' I replied. 'An old collector
picked it up yesterday'.whlch. pleaae to note. was

rrfectly true. The young man turned pale. 'But
wanted that book myself!' he exelaimed, excit-

edly; 'I slmply must have it! Where does the col¬
lector live?' 'Well. lf you're really anxious to g*'tit,' 1 replied, 'you'd better let me see the old chapmyself. If he thought yoa were a fellow collector
hfc'd never give lt up.' 'All right.' said the young
man, eagerly; 'go and try, right away! What do
you think he'd take for it?' '] can get It for $10 lf
at all.' I r.plled. and he promptly handed over the
amount. I told hlm to call an hour later and he
was here. prompt tt> the minute. -Well, I got yourbook,' I said. pointing to a bundle, 'but, really, I'm
¦urprised that you ahould eare for anything so dry '

.Oh. lm very much lnterested ln the the Indian
questlon,' sald he, grabbing the package and smil-
ing all over; 'it's a very fascinatlng work 1 aasureyou.' 'Glad to hear it." I replied, and, by the waythat's a n.w copy you have. I couldn't get tlie old
one from the collector, but, fortunately, 1 picked upanother at a bookstore up town.' His jaw dropped"Confound it all!" be roared, 'I wanted the samebook.the one that was on the shelf!' 'Why they'reaxactly allke,' sald 1. '1 know. 1 know," he Inter-
rupted, hut- but-well, you see, 1 bad bccouie sortOf attached t<» the copy here at the store, and anyother would.er.seem atrange! I must bave tbattaentlcal volume!' He was such (l picture of
mlsery that I took pity on him besldea, you kimwall the world loves a lover. 'I was only joking ' 1said; 'you bave tbe right book ln your hand Hutlet me give you a bit of advlce. I know a verychannlng young woman who la alao lnterested ln er?-Indlans and who bt very fond of comlng in and

reading Mr. Briggs's valuable work. If you tako
it away you will deprive her of much pleasure.
You wouldn't wlsh to do thal. would you?' 'By
no means,' he replied. waimly. 'Then 1 will make
a BUggeatlon.leave your book here. in the old
place. and when eithei of you feel a thirst for in¬
formation about the Semmoles you can come in
and peruse it." 'You aie a brick!' he shouted, and
nearly wrung my hand off; and the pretty gir!
beama every time she aeea me. So I won thelr
eternal giatitude by playing them a mean trick.
No. there's nothing very serious ahoui the ease.
Slight parental upposition, 1 believe.forbidden to
see one another and all that. 1 gueas they'll get
lt strafghtened out in time Meanwhile they are
asslduously reading Briggs."

THE COMMODORE'8 Cl _.

F"rom The Denver Times.
In the early days of steamboating on the Ohio

Rlver they had only steiBWheel boats, and old
Commodore McCullough. of ClnciOnatl. conceived a
scheme to build and launcb a polace "stdewheeler."whlch would by grace of bei .¦auty and size "run
the sternwheelers out of tbe r.ide."
He carrled his Ideaa t«> a auecessful and beautiful

flnish, and sent her on ber Inilial trip, and she
came back JSOO loser. The nativea along the river
would not ship on her, nor would they ride on her
nor trust their llve stock on her. They 'Youldn't
see the wheel go roun 1 "

So the Flora Belle made trip afler trip. burningfrom t»W to tl.OOB worth <>f coal, an.l takinn ln per¬haps $200. The newspapers took it up. and it was
street talk about what a "frosi" the Flora Belle
waa Everybody from baaher to bootblack knew
the tale. At this time the old Nationai Theatie on
Sycamore-st. was the bonton theatre of Ctncinnatiand Its gallan' men and lovely women througedthe p.-rformances. One night the I'ommodore at-tendeil. and as he entered there was a serles ofnudgings an.l whlsperings,
"Ther.'s th.- Conunodore. There'a the owner ofFlora Belle."
The play was one of those Bertha the SewlngBfacbine Girl." dramas. with a "hyperbole" heroineand there was on seen.- in whieh the lover pro-poaed marriage.
"No." said the heroine. "1 caa never be yourwife, Haroid. You are wealthy, you ar.- a mlll-lonalre, while 1 am nnlv a poor aewtng girl If I

marry you all my frlends will say it was for your
money, and I love you, darling, for yourself Getrid of your money, my darlinsr. and I will be vourWife." And abe made her ezll in tears
The lover walke.l up and dowa the stage wrins-ing his hands. "

t ""."*/!' hf l"riHMi' "n,>vv ian I wi" her? How oanl get rid of my muney'."'
That was the old ^ommodore's CBe. He

ln the centre of the parquette and shouted'"Buy the Flora Belle!"

A PERIL OF 8TENOGRAPBY.
l'Vum The Washington Star.
"An Knglishman who drops his hs and aspirates

. ni! S
, a"'! a oS,,'J1"K,'l.,h"r :""1 Ol-wntor whospells phonetically from rttctatton make a One com-blnatlcn from whieh trouble ls sure to result uiilessthe copy' is carefully rovised," said a New-Yoranierehant to a "Star" report. r th.- other day "KorInstance, a frlend of mine. and the n_nager'of oneof the most important baaking housea in WillStreet. is an Knglishman. Not Iodr ago he em¬ployed a young man to aet as his stenographor and

one of the first things that th,. latter was called
upon to do was th.- Making down' of a letter lothe manager's wife. who was away at a summerreaort. Being a busy man the Knglishman didn'ttake the trolitilt- to look at the letter after lt liulbeen typewrltten, but when his wife, in th.- couraeOf a few days, answered it there was a hot time for
the stenographor.
" 'My dear Henry.' ahe wrote. 'what on earth do

you mean by calling me "Hannah" and our littleHorace "Orris"'.' I will ad.11 that this sournls like
you, but why do you make a Joke of it before youremployes'."
"Of course, the fond huaband and father didn't

know what tt all meant. and so he wrote for an

explanation, and his flrst letter was sent back to
hlm. One glance at tt and he rushed over to Ols
stenographer, excltedly threw the sheet of paper
down before hlm and demantlwl: 'There, what do
you mean, slr, by wrltlng my wlfe'a name down
" 'Annah"?*
" 'AnnaT replied the young man; 'let me se*.

No; I've got it Hannali. all righL'
" 'But,' said the Knglishman. who waa rurloua,

it's not 'Annah; it's Hannah!'
" 'Well. there it is. Hannah.H-a-n-n-a-h."
M ' 'Annah be dashed!' exclaimed the Englishman.

'A-n-n-a. Hannah! Can't you read Kngltah. you
blanked fool?*
"By this time the stenographer began to see

through the trouble so he begged off upon the
plea that, having had a swelllng in one of hla eara,
he had not been able to hear very well. But lt cost
hlm nearly a week'a salary to square thlnga wlth
the boya in the offlce. and he always deems It best
to hide when he hears the manager's wife ls ex¬

pected downtown."

MU8IC UNDER DIFFICULTIE8.
From The Muslcal Enterprlse.
Henrl Wienlawskl, the famous vlolinlst, whom

some older readers may remember having heard
in this country, while making a concert tour in

Itu.i.sia, with his brother Josef, a noted plano
player, had some peculiar experiences.
The two brothers were to play ui a large town

in the interior. and wished to see the hall ln which
the concert would take place. They were conducted
through mud and snow to a large plank hut, which
had been used r.,r a ctreus, and on eatoanaj found
nothing but hare walls.
"And is that where we are tt, ¦.iay?" asbed the

brothers. "There are neitner benchea nor

"Oh, that makes no difT.-i'nce." replied tb
shal. "With us. every one bring-f his OWB sctt.

"Yes." answered the musician-, 'hut what aho'it
lights? There is not a lamp in tbe room."
"That's nothing, either." replied their companlon.

"With us everj one brlnga hla own lantern."
Having learned the simple manners of the coun¬

try, the mu-icians asked how tbe concert aaa to
be advertiaed.
"oh, that'a easily arranged," answered tbe mar¬

shal. "it's true we have no printlng press, but I
wlll have a s rvant write the announcement in
large letters on the door, and it will apread through
the town fast enough.'
A man soon appeared wlth ¦ pound of chala and

hegan wrlting on the plank door. The brothers
were aomewhat dejected, but the marshal assured
them that everyU-Jna: wouid !>.¦ satiafactory.
Toward evening all the inhal.natus wet-e seen

Hocking to the place of performance, each carrylng
in one hand a smt and in the other a lantern. The
house was crowded te overOowing. The mother of
the performera was present, and. aeetng the rain
and snow dropping through the roof on llenri
while he played. sh . was greatly disiurbed.
"My poor son! He will take his death of cold!"

she murmured. half aloud.
"Is that your son. little mother?" asked s kind'y

old man sttting near her. and. rising. he anouted
to the young violinist. "Put your fur coal on!"'
Then. turning t>> the audience. he sai.l. **His
mother. who is sitting near me. fears he will tak"
cold."
Other voices at once repeated the command: "Put

on your fur coat! Put on your fur coat!"
Henrl paused and thanked them for their per-

mission, but added that he could not play in a fur
coat. "That makes no difference!" cried the whole
audience. "Put it on' Put it on!"
He did as he was hidden, and played aa b st he

could. so encumhered.

MUCH LATFR.
From The Detroit Free Press
He had been talking and talking aad t..lki:u end

talking until the poor girl was so tired and sle, py

A USEIsESB PRBSCR1PTION.
"I>o you know anything got d f.r a cold?"
.what ia k?"
"Have you got the price of two Beetch whiskeys

on you?"
"No "

"Tlu n It's no use my telling you.".(Pum h.

she didn't know whether it waa this week or last
week or come next Sunday. an.l the ctock on tne
mantel was holdtnc up ita hands. elther in pity or
in protest. Flnally it oecurred to the young in m
that an evening call had Ita limits at least ir. a
latitude whete the ntgbta we:e not six aa ati a long"Bless Bse!" be exclaimed, atarting up auddealy"it certainly must be time 1 was golng home."

"Oh." she saitl in a daxed kind of way. "it must
be a good deal later than that.""

THE FER80NA1 NOTE.
Krom Punch.
"I am doing a series of 'N'otahle Nesta* for 'Svl-

van Soclety.' " aaid the Berpent Insinuatinglywhen he found tbe Rinadove al home 'will youailow me to lnclude youTsT*"But what possible interest can mv poor little
egga have tor the general publlcT asked the Rlng-tlove in a Ilutter.

"Why." r.piie.i the Serpeat, "that is no affair al
mme. but you must remember that I have mv livinsto get.

FEMININE Sl I'ERIORITY.
Krom The t'leveland Plain Dealer.
Here to a littla story that Uluatratea the eabaself-aatisfa nlon with which the feminine mtndaaaerta Ita superiority:Lucy and George are children of Boat Knd aa-r.nts I.ucy i.» seven aml George la flve. She hasattended the prlmary department of a privateschool just four months. H.re is an overheard

c< nversation between the two
i.ucy (wlth a greatbj aalaad lasnaatii) Wary,

brother. anybody could ten you arai only
You don't even know the diffVrence between
and wheat. »_a_._.
George (who hata-s to acknowledge hla l«Bae_r-

ity)-I do, too! Wheat is.la-
L.uc.y (taklng pity on him>.Why, OeosTSBv M

know well enough you don't know. L_tea .»_¦.
and remember. Wheat 1» wheat aad corn » eswn»
and wheat grows ln a wheatfleid and «¦ P**i
ln a cornfleld! And don't yo_ over forget

bV1T_ A LOWER CA8E "BT

A 1.Mll BOXKR WHO MAVM QOOD H_

Cl.IM TO HIS TTT_L

From The Voo Angelea Times.
He waa a prlnter, and he »«. ta*^r_L__2_f_2

off." Aa he approached Second and B.*"**/
about 10 o'clock p. m., navlgating .th^aome d.!B>

eulty. but with great dlgnity. he observed a .u.a-

man slipplng quletly along ln Uje ¦|»*J®w.»_f .SfT
stantly his imaginaiion p:<-:ured the horrors or aai

Chlneae mob In all Its f__tical fury; in his .a<ra

eye he w_ looklng at the n_.acre at Pek.g. ne

watrhrd the dismemberment jf him.n ooo.es. -tasa

the blood as it flowed ln rtvera down tbe str*'**.
and he saw the heada of men, women and :r...a.<JX
carried above the heads of the mob on the POBBCB
of spears. All thls hc- saw, and more. and tha
blood of revenge coursing through his vein*
lik*- a stream of rnolten lead.

i'll bet a sehooner of bjt-hman's delight that
he's a Boxer." he murmured as he made hia way
acroea the street and atopped the Ceiest_L

f, John. I want to BO. Mr -a crapel mee':rvg
¦ ;th you." ,

-an heap dlunk; heap fool; .u hee oua
The printer gr_ned. "That i i» Pretty

aoon ble I*_ going to make a heap.hic.of brok.i
China out of you.hie; thufil be another ha.p.

he got "serious again. e you a

"Heap boxer; heap flght." And indeed h* waa
rigiit. for he waa one of the fee

.red themselves for
aome youtb by i

"Well. you've i,-..t a -hance to send
Art .-.

rhe printe:
II made a rush at the Chlnjua
sulestepped, iit out wlth a good
prin'er's fona was ' pied" or
He aal up and bUnked at

pactpusly. 'Say." he said.
ap B" "

"Talkee aeaae; heap ja.---a », comee ..
vclhrd tho ('el.stial. excitedly. "V

"VYVil. hic.y. k out a good soft pl
hie -..ri the sidewalk
The bout last. lotajrer this time. hut the r-

waa Ihe .me. only slightly w tba

re aa 1
tive was making his w

When he
taken his departure. Jr.st then a

. and eh.ised him to another m:.:
a-

A JT8TJCM WlTHOl T PRF..II DMCE.
Krom The Philadelphia I'
Wayne MacVi known Pl

lawy.-r and ex-Minister to Italy. has a k
of humor.

Ri ently he was argulng a tedious
befurv the Supreme Court. The affair
through long days of .ininteresting
it was rinally ended Mr. MacVeagh and a
ln talking it over, apotulalod as to whom Chief
Justlce Fuller would ssaign to write the opinioi

and the speculatioaa resulted in a w
Just then Chief Justice Ful'.er came down

corridor. Mr. MacVeagh called him and told
of r|i,- w,.ger.
"lf yoa will help me out. Mr. C_a

tell me whethei my guess ia correct the ll¬
ne settled right here. f»r y.m h.
do and you know whom you wi'.I _k to writ-
d*. ision."

U oom have yoa selected in your waaje* Mr.
MaeW.igh?" aske.i Mr. Fuller. keenly inter-
"Ju>ti*e Gray." answered Mr V
"And why did you rhooss Mr. ir o ."'
"Berause I noticed h*- slept through the entire

argument." answered Mr. MacVeagh.

1\ ARTfsric ADIERTISLMEST.
Fi.B Printers' Ink.
A Kulton (Me.) druggist prints the

"story" in his lecial paper:
Ont rive and one-haif years ago Abrah.
:. living in the northern

1 uilt himself a ver> fine house, had it
first rt. and out. and ha
furnished ¦> montns ago he aad hia *r:~e
left hoaae to spen.l itie
prise when they returned to flnd their hous..
everything in it burned.
"lie drove to town and te'.egraphed the b.IV

adjusitr to come on r.ext train and he w

him. which he did. aai they drwve to
When ibej reached there th*
'WBat'a the marter with you. Smlth
yoaj said your botiaa .\.. and ther
stands without a .¦>¦__' 9a
wa!ked up to the house. and bsB.gisM
l.'ok of sutprise when he wa'K..i up tbe
acroaa the p.»r,-h and opened the door. 1
house nad burned away. The
the Insorance J-
"Whal decelved ihe adjaam waa

used ha.l pre.-
ness. and the wood -.\ is as ilry ,.s

ai d the fi -'m the i_ s
burnrd all it ,ame to tiil U reached the ;
as there wasn't any gasoienc ia lt, it left l

lete.
"Mr. Smith drove tbe adjuster to town

.er tha:
i ith biisa, and ;v

walls s>i paul !e.t standlna ai..: that a
lerior Boers, fui

patated ta
they had used oa tbi
to have any insurar.

I lt.I tba
brated aaised patal
Co. druggts., Fu:toa %r , , ieonly one made IhaI
weather and time The abO. s a tnw
eaa ta proved by Turnot Roaser. h-
turn; f lld th.- boaac Dr I Mfamily physician and X. L Townsen-.l Zspective son-in-law."

Too 8VASTW.
r'ntrtl The IVnver 1'
"No s.:f-res;. vee. p,,,_but a brlghl red e *t !:r

fashion authority Thar »

Of the >-Var. but ba sj
Tort with additional

a

TRUE TO THE tfr.TU'li'
From The laiWaaiipalli Pr-
At this pe.| (>f the storv our bei t

across tbe rooaa There 1.
vlllain t.< lo wlthoul alolating
up and dusteJ.

WHAT. 1XDMMD!
From The I'hie.igo Tribune.

"l>i.i you xo to pawaess.aj thus rrr
"A>.-. str, but when l heard thi

was preachin' sa> Ye caa
lJPytJiv mM' K,m oul- ^hat does BMJ k
ships?"

New York Central's Grand Centrai Station, CENTR
Mew ySIk9'. of


